AFTER   EVEREST
But so nearly was it stable that I was able to hold it in
position with one hand. I shouted to Beetham and Rusk
to get firm, in case when I let go my hold I should be swept
off the face of the rock. Then, after a few moments, I
removed my hand, and as swiftly as I could in the dangerous
situation I sidled along in Beetham's direction. Left to
itself, the huge block started again to slide and finally
toppled over the cliff, to break to pieces on the lower
rocks with a thunderous roar. It must have weighed a
number of tons, and, if it had been just a little more un-
stable when I first disturbed it, might easily have wiped
out the whole party. I always look upon this incident as
the narrowest escape I have had among the mountains.
We arrived in due course at the foot of the Schalligrat,
which was in fine condition, and brought us in four hours
to the summit of the Weisshorn. More excitement was in
store for us, for thunder was in the air, and a large storm-
cloud was obviously approaching us. As we were on the
exposed and entirely unsheltered icy ridge which leads
eastward from the summit, the lightning began to flash
around us. Our axes fizzed with the electrical discharges,
the brims of our hats tingled where they touched our
scalps, and a few hundred yards away lightning flashes
played. Quicker than it takes to read this, we had all
scrambled down a few yards of the precipitous northern
slope of the arete. We lay, pressed flat against the snow,
digging in the picks of our axes to prevent ourselves from
slipping. Then the full fury of the storm burst upon us.
We all afterwards averred that we had felt one of the
lightning flashes. Whether that was really so or not does
not matter; anyway, it did us no harm, and within another
half-hour we were scrambling rapidly down the " ordinary
way " in brilliant evening sunshine.
The following day Rusk had to leave us, and Beetham
and I attempted in this glorious weather to carry through
an expedition we had long planned and prepared for—the
complete traverse of the Gabelhorn, Wellenkuppe, Trift-
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